The mft lamentable tragedy 

There is no end, no limit , meafure, bound. 

In that words deathl, no words can that w-oe found* ■ 

W here is my father and my mother Nurfe ? 

Nur. Weeping apd wailing over. Tibalts coarle : 

Will you goe to them ? 1 willbring you thither. . 

jui. W afh they his wounds with tearcs, mine (hall be ipent, 
When theirs are dry, for ft^wM’rbanifhmept. 

Take up thofe cords ; poore ropes y.ou are beguil d. 

Both you and I, for Romeo is^xil’a 
He made you for a high- way to my bed. 

But 1 a maide dye maiden, widowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe , lie to. my wedding bed. 

And death, not Rgneo , take my. maidenhead. 

Nurfe. By to your chamber, lie finde Romeo , 

To comfort you I wot well where he is, 

Harke you } your r Ronfco will be here at night * 
lie to him, he is hid at Laurence Cell. 

Jul. O find him, give this ring to my true Knight* 

And b'd him come to take his laft farewell. 

• • -■ ' • 1 " Exit. 

Enter Frier -ana i Romeo. 

Fri. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fearfull man. 

Affliction is enamor’d of thy parts, , 

And thou art wedded to. calamity. . 

T^.Father what newes ? what is the Princes doome , 

W hat forrow craves acquaintance at my hand. 

That yet I know not;?.. ? ; 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my deare fonne with fuch fowre company ; _ . 

I bring thee tidings of the Princes doome. 

3 ^ 0 . What lefle than dpomfday is the Princes doome • 

Fri . A gentler judgement vanifht from his lips : 

Not bodies death, but .bodies banifhment . 

Rom. Ha .'banifhment ? be mercifull,fay death, 

‘for exi le hath more terrout in his looke. 

Much more than death : doe not fay banifhment. 

Jn.Here from Vereuo art thqu.banifhcd s, 

- - Be 


of Romeo and Juliet* 

Be patient, for the world is broad land wide. 

Rom- There is no world without V trtna walls. 
But purgatory, torture, hell lt felFc. , , 

Hence banifhed isbanifht from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed 
Is death mifitearm’d : calling death banifhed. 

Thou cut’ft my head off with a golden Axe, 

And finil’ft upon the Broke that murders me. , 

Fri. O deadly finne 1 0'rude unthankfulnefle / 
Thy fault our Law calls death , but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part, hath rufht afide the law, 

And turn’d thatblacke word death to banifhment : 
This is dearcroercy , and thou feeft it nor. 

7^w.’Tis torture, and not triefey : Heaven is here 
,Wher c Juliet lives, and every cat and dogge, 

And little moufe, every unworthy thing om 
Live here in heaven, and may looke on he§ 

But Romeo may not. More validity, . 

More honourable Bate , more Courtfhip lives 
In carrion flics than Romeo • they may feize 
On the white Wonder Of deare7*//*ri hand. 

And ftealeimmortall blefling from her lips. 

Who evenin pure and Veftallmodefty 
Still blufh, as thinking their ownekifll* finne : 

This may flies doe, when I from this muft flye. 

And laift thou yet that exile is hot death? 
^wiRomeo maynocjheisbanifhcd, 

Flyes may doe this,biit Ifrorn this muft flye : 

They are free men ,but I am banifhed. 

Hadft thou no poifon mixt,no fharpe grownd knife? 
No fudden meane of death, though nere lo meane. 
But Banifhed to kill me ? Banifhed / 

O Frier, the damned ufe that word in hell. 
Howling attends it: how haft thou the heart. 

Being a Divine, a ghoftly Confeflbr, 

A finne Obfolver, and my Friend profeft. 

To mangle me with that word banifhed ? 


